| 
ANT OS SA IMAY | | 
| 


H | 


| WEE WISDOM 
A Child's Magazine devoted to | 


| 


Practical Christianity 


Published on the 10th of ° 
each month Schoal 
of Chrishanity, Unity Bldg. 
Tenth and Tracy Ave, Kansas 
City, Missour1.One dollar 
a year: fen cents a 
foreign subscriptions, six 
shillings asvear En foro?” 
tho 
a 
at Kansas G4~Missourt 
undor the act of *Marchd, 
1879. 


MAY, 1921 


siete 
( 


i \\\ | YY A‘ 


S SOON as they had passed the leafy screen which 
stood before the entrance to the florateria, a most ex- 
traordinary scene unfolded itself before Peggy’s won- 
dering eyes. 

A glitter of silver, cut glass, and snowy napery 
was visible on every side. 

“This is the silver service part of the garden,” ex- 
plained Happy Tite; “help yourself to a tray, a knife 
and fork, some spoons and a napkin,” he advised. 

Peggy glanced about in amazement. Silver trees of varying sizes, 

on which grew knives, forks and spoons, instead of leaves; and cut 

glass tumblers and curiously folded napkins in place of flowers, were 
planted in formal rows; while some silver shrubs, quite near the en- 
trance, bore large silver trays instead of leaves. 

After a moment’s hesitation, Peggy followed Happy’s advice, and 
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gathered a silver tray, some knives, forks and spoons, a cut glass 
tumbler, and a napkin, beautifully folded to represent an arum lily. 

At the end of the avenue of silver trees, from a glittering silver 
fountain, spouted icy-cold water, with which the two children filled 
their tumblers. 

“Come on!” cried Happy Tite, when they had done so; and, 
leading the way, he passed through another archway at the end of the 
avenue. “This is only the beginning; just wait till you see inside. 
There’s a much more interesting part of the garden farther on. Come 
along! Follow me!” 

Following, as she was told, Peggy found herself in an open grass 
covered space, where mushroom shaped little tables grew, surrounded 
by little stools which looked exactly like button mushrooms, but, of 
course, much larger, and, as she found later, very comfortable to sit 
upon. 

In the broad borders surrounding this open space, grew what, on 
first sight, appeared to be real flowers of various colors, but which on 
closer inspection, turned out to be, as Happy—when he had been ‘D’ 
—had promised, most delicious things to eat. 

Brown and gold colored cookies grew on one bush; on another, 
nearby, blossomed dainty little oval rolls; and low down, near the 
ground, some tiny white china dishes sprouted, each with a pat of 
yellow butter in the center, looking in the distance exactly like large 
daisies. 

On other plants grew red strawberry tarts, yellow cream puffs, 
green gooseberry pies, and great clusters of brown chocolate eclairs 
with the white cream filling oozing out at the sides. 

There were salad, and nut, and preserve sandwiches, too, in many 
varieties; and Peggy followed her boy guide about, in the greatest 
amazement and delight, as he pointed out these daintily growing del- 
icacies, one after the other. 

He showed her some fragile china plants on which grew quaintly 
shaped cups, with saucers for leaves, while on others grew china sugar 
basins, and dainty cream jugs, the leaves of these plants being plates of . 
varying sizes. 

Square lumps of sugar grew on long, gracefully bending stalks, 
and required to be plucked one at a time; and white bottles of milk 
hung from the branches of some low trees. 

All of these things were in sight, and Happy Tite assured Peggy 
that there were even more wonderful things growing in other parts of 
the garden, which he would show her later on, if she wished. 

“Let’s gather a little lunch for ourselves now, though,” he sug- 
gested. And Peggy was delighted to follow his advice, and soon fur- 
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“Carrying their trays to one of the mushroom tables, they sat down and began 
to eat.” 
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nished her tray with some delicious rolls, a pat of butter, a bottle of 
milk, and a cream puff. 

Happy Tite had gathered a sandwich for himself, a cup custard, 
and some cookies. 

Carrying their trays to one of the mushroom tables, they sat down 
and began to eat. 

My! But the things tasted good! Peggy thought that she had 
never before eaten such delicious rolls and butter; and the cream puff 
just melted in her mouth. 

Happy Tite was evidently enjoying his trayful of good things, 
too, for he looked happy and smiling, and had just opened his mouth 
to say something, when his features underwent a sudden change, and 
he at once became an older looking, and more sedate person, with, 
however, a very agreeable countenance, and a distinctly grown-up 
manner. 

“T find,” he remarked, after the change had entirely taken place, 
and he had referred to his convenient cardcase for information, “that 
I have ceased to be Happy Tite any longer, and have now become 
Moddy Ration. Please just call me Moddy in the future, or, at any 
rate till further notice.” 

Peggy willingly agreed, but looked at him a little thoughtfully. 

“Do you,” she asked, “feel any different when you become an- 
other person >” 

“No,” laughed Moddy—as I suppose he must now be called— 
“there has been scarcely any difference in my feelings up to the present, 
whoever I have been; but then that may have been because, fortunately, 
I have always been somebody pretty decent. It might be different if 
I turned into a thoroughly bad character.” 

Peggy devoutly hoped that he might not do so. 

“Do you feel pretty comfortable in the character you are now?” 
she asked, a little anxiously. 

“Oh! yes, this suits me pretty well, thank you. Won't you let 
me gather you another cream puff, or shall we share a strawberry cake 

betwéen us?” 
“Thank you!” agreed Peggy, gratefully,” that would be very 
nice, if you please.” 
While Moddy had gone to gather the strawberry cake, Peggy 
had discovered that some letters had been carved all around the edge 
of the mushroom table at which they had been sitting, and she was 
endeavoring to deciper these, when Moddy returned. 

“Can you explain to me what these letters mean?” she asked, as 
he set the two generous portions of strawberry cake on the table. 
“*They all seem to be jumbled up together. There’s an ‘e,’ and an ‘n,’ 
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and ‘o,’ and a ‘u,” but I don’t seem to be able to make any sense out 
of it.” 

“E-n-o-u-g-h-i-s-a-s-g-o-” he began. “Oh! I know now what it 
means,” he declared, when he had got that far. “It’s ‘Enough is as 
good as a feast to a blind horse,’ he said. ““That’s a proverb, you 
know, and a very excellent one.” 

“T’ve never heard the last part before,” declared Peggy, “‘about 
the blind horse, you know. I can’t see how it applies to him.” 

“Tt doesn’t!”’ exclaimed Moddy. ““That’s the whole joke, only 
the horse doesn’t see it, of course. But that’s because he’s blind. You 
ought to be able to see it, though. You're not English are you>?’’ he 
asked somewhat anxiously. ‘““They are supposed not to be able to see 
a joke, you know.” 

Peggy was getting so bewildered and confused that she decided 
to explore the garden a little farther. 

“T think ’lI——”’ she began. 

“No, you won't,” interrupted Moddy in a decided, not to say 
harsh, tone of voice. “Besides it’s high time that we began to draw 
one,” he declared. 

“Draw what?” exclaimed Peggy, becoming more and more per- 
plexed every minute. 

“The line,” declared Moddy. “We must draw the line some- 
where!” he whispered, mysteriously, “or I may turn into something 
very unpleasant. Quick! Quick! Let’s hurry, or we won't be able 
to draw it at all!” and he began searching about, in quite a distracted 
manner. 

“But why do we have to draw a line? And what do we draw 
it with?” cried Peggy, apprehensively. 

_ It was too late. Moddy was swelling visibly, and evidently 
about to become somebody else, because “the line had not been 


drawn,” whatever that meant. 


(To be concluded.) 


UNSELFISH JUNIORS 


Two little boys who attend a Boston public school, having heard 
that there are thousands of children in Europe who have never had any 
playthings, decided to give to the Junior Red Cross a miniature aero- 
plane they had toiled very hard to make. They hurried home after 
school to get their treasured toy and carried it to their teacher, telling 
her to pack it with other toys to be sent overseas. Theirs was a real 
sacrifice, a true bit of unselfish service—Junior Red Cross. 
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HAT is it that has length and breadth, but no thickness ? 
I presume that every boy and every girl knows the an- 
swer to that riddle. At least, I hear the most of you 
answering, “A shadow, of course.” Yes, I suspected 
that you all knew, but I wanted to introduce this 
month’s story in this way. 

There are so many kinds of shadows and they are 
all so interesting that it is hard to know which kind to 
_mention. There are those shadows which we make on 
the wall with our hands. You have all played this game, many eve- 
nings. But did you ever stop to figure out what the shadow really is? 
Well, it really isn’t anything at all, but the absence of light. It is 
caused by something which the light cannot shine through. And do 
you know that if there were no shadows, everything would look flat? 
It is the shadow side of everything that makes it stand out distinctly 
from other things. 

An artist cannot paint a picture without shadows, and if he did 
not use shadows, the picture would look like nothing but the plain flat 
canvas. Look at the pictures in this magazine, and at the pictures on 
your walls, and see how much the shadows have to do with making 
up the-picture. Then lay your hand down on the table before you, 
and look for the shadows, and see how they add to the appearance of 
your hand. Try to imagine how your hand would look if there were 
absolutely no shadows, or suggestions of shadows. z 

Now there is something about shadows that is very queer. You 
cannot always tell what is causing a shadow, for it is not always a true 
image of the thing that causes it. Sometimes they are very like the 
things themselves, but at times they are very deceiving. For instance, a 
paper flower will cast the same kind of shadow that a real flower 
would. A scarecrow may cast a shadow that looks very much like a 
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real man. A pile of large rocks may cast a shadow very much the 
same as the shadow of a house. We can therefore see that if we went 
around looking at shadows, we could never be quite sure of the truth 
of things. 

Where there is a shadow we can be very sure that there is some- 
thing causing it, and the first thing we should do, before forming any 
opinion as to what it is, is to look for the thing itself instead of looking 
at the shadow. Another thing that we can always be sure of is that 
there can be no shadows if there is no light; and the light is always in 
the opposite direction from the shadow. If you look at anything from 
the shadow side, it is never so clear as if you get around on the other 
side, where the light strikes it. There is where you can see it best and 
learn most about it. 

There is a peculiar thing about light. Did you know that you 
could not see light unless there were some shadows? Of course you 
know it is light, but you cannot see the light. On a dark day when the 
sky is covered with clouds and there comes a little break in the clouds, 
you can see the rays of light against the dark background. 

I believe there is enough in this lesson for you to think about for a 
whole month, and I am sure that you will all have a splendid time 
studying shadows for a long, long time. But there are some things that 
I want to say about another kind of shadow, and that is the shadow 
that comes into our minds sometimes and shows in our faces. Of 
course, I know that this does not happen to true Peter Pan boys and 
girls, but there are some of us who are just beginning to learn the 
Truth. 

This is the idea: When these shadows cross our minds, we must 
remember that something has caused them, and we should find out what 
it is. Remember that the thing is not where the shadow is, but in the 
opposite direction. Remember, too, that you should not look at it from 
the shadow side, but get around where the light comes from and then 
the thing and its shadow will look right. 

““What do you mean by all this?” I hear you asking. Well, it is 
like this: Suppose you are disappointed in some way—you want to 
go somewhere, and it rains. Well, the rain is the thing that prevents 
your doing as you wish, and the disappointment is the shadow in your 
mind. The longer you look at this shadow, the blacker it gets, and 
the more it shows in your face. Now, beyond the shadow there is 
light, or there could not be a shadow, you know. The light is the other 
side of the thing that casts the shadow, so we have to look away from 
the shadow to see if we cannot get some ray of light. Well, the 
chances are that as soon as we turn our faces away from the disappoint- 
ment, we become interested and soon forget about the disappointment. 
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The interest gives us new light, and when we look back at the thing 
that we thought we wanted to do, it looks altogether different, and we 
are truly happy in doing some other thing. The new thing seems really 
the best thing and brings the most happiness. Perhaps the disappoint- 
ment makes the pleasure seem greater, just as shadows make things 
stand out in a clearer way. 

It is said that, “Every cloud has a silver lining.” That is because 
the light is on the other side, and if you were in an airplane above the 
clouds, it would be clear and bright up there. But there is much of 
interest even on the dark side, and we might call that the bright side of 
the dark. For instance, when it rains it may spoil some of our fun, but 
we know that the rain only makes everything more beautiful, so that 
when we do go out to play, or do the things that the rain keeps us from, 
we enjoy them much more. So it is with all the shadow things of life. 
They only help to bring out the brightness that follows and to make it 
all the more bright. 

I wonder if we can always remember this story when little shad- 
ows try to get into our minds; and, instead of looking at the shadow, 
face the other way, where the light is always shining. Or, if we do 
get into the shadows, sometimes, remember that when the light does 
— it will seem much brighter than if we had not been in the dark 
at all. 
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Chapter Seven 


HE BURIED her face in her pillow. It seemed as if 
she never, never could get out of that bed. Was it 
nothing but a dream? 

After her outburst of grief, she babes very still. 
She had lain there for quite a while when it seemed as 
though she heard a familiar voice. 

‘Arise, Margaret, for you are in the land of love. 

Remember that you are a Promise. Let your lights 

’ shine, and all good things will come to you. 

Margaret sat up in bed. As she opened her eyes she caught her 
breath, for on the white walls of her room danced the beautiful colors 
she had so lately worn on her breast. ‘The sun; shining into the little 
mirror she had left hanging on the window, proclaimed: by his re- 
flected lights that the Promise Girl was indeed in the land of love. 

Eagerly the little girl dressed and went down stairs. As she 
stepped into the store, black Sam entered, his face beaming. 

“*Y ou all can’t guess what came to my house last night,” he said, 
proudly. 
Oh! how Margaret’ s heart pounded! And almost before he had 
finished she burst out with, ““Two little black Promies.” 

Sam rolled his eyes. “I don’t know what you all mean by that 
word, Miss Maggie, but the Lord sure am good to us. This mornin’, 
*bout five o'clock, I thought I’d jest bust with happiness, for I was 
holdin’ in mah arms two little babies that the Good Man sent straight 
to mah Liza and me.” 

““They’re Promies!” cried Margaret, “Promises, you know. 
Two little black baby boys, with souls as white as snow. They belong 
to the Great Gardener, and he’s letting you take care of them for him. 
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And, oh! one of them will write beautiful songs, for the Great 
Musician will whisper the words to him.” 

_“‘Maggie, are you crazy?” gasped Mrs. Cary. “You ain’t ever 
give Sam a chance to tell whether they’re boys or girls or what. I 
ain't ever heard you talk so, before.” 

Sam was astonished. “They is boys, Mrs. Cary,” he said, be- 
wildered. 

’  “T knew they were,” said Margaret, confidently, “‘for I saw them 
last night. They could hardly wait to get to Mother Love’s arms.” 

And then Sam said, “Miss Maggie, mah Liza’s and mah arms 
has been achin’ for ten long years for to hol’ some little babies of our 
own. An’ I shouldn’t wonder if one of them did write songs, ’cas’ 
their ma, she wrote the prettiest song you evah heard "bout this wonder- 
ful gift the good Lord was sendin’. 

“Only, Miss Maggie, dere won t any one listen to the songs int 
little boy writes, cas’ he’s black,” said Sam, as his eyes filled with 
tears. “But; God bless dem, Miss Maggie, for he sure did make dere 
souls as white as snow.” 

“Yes, and you mustn’t be sorry, Sam, for the Great Gardener 
loves his Promises all the same. And /’ll sing his songs. He’s my 
brother, and I love him.” 

Mrs. Cary was amazed. Here was Maggie telling Sam that 
she loved those two black babies that she had never seen—Maggie, 
who had always tried to run out of the store when she saw black Sam 
om: 

She looked at Masghret. Could it really be she, standing there 
with her big eyes shining, a8 ssger 04 with excitement, and her face 
beaming with joy? 

‘Sam burst into sobs. ‘He was so > hepee And he kept calling 
Margaret an-angel. A\ll over two black babies! | 

But once Mrs. Cary, herself, had placed a small squirming bundle 
into a father’s loving arms, and she had seen his face quiver with joy 
over the precious bit of life he held. And now, both were gone, and 
her arms ached! She sobbed out, 

“Oh! Sam, I know just how you and Liza feel. And I hope 
you'll never know the:sorrow of losing them.” 

It was Margaret who was amazed now. Mrs. Cary—fat Mrs. 
Cary—was a Mother Love! 

She had never thought of it in that way before. The Great 
Gardener had loaned her a Promie for a little while, and then had 
taken it back into His loving care. And Mrs. Cary missed it, and 
longed for it! 

And then: something happened! Margaret felt something burn- 
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ing at her breast, and she knew that her lights were shining. 

She wanted to put her arms around Mrs. Cary to comfort her, but 
she felt timid. Then she thought of her courage light, and, running 
over to Mrs. Cary, she said softly, 

“T guess you're a Mother Love whose little Promie is with the 
Great Gardener, and I’m a little Promie who needs a Mother Love.” 
Mrs. Cary raised her head and looked at the glowing face. 

“Maggie, you're sick or dreaming, or something,” she said, anx- 
iously. ‘*You looked different last night.” 

Then Margaret told them all about what had happened the 
preceding night. Before she had talked long, Mrs. Cary’s arms were 
about her, and black Sam’s eyes grew larger and rounder as he listened. 

“And at first, this morning, I was so afraid it was only a dream,” 
she finished. 

“Dat warn’t no dream, Miss Maggie, dat war a vision,” said 
Sam, softly. And with his face filled with awe, he went to look again 
at the two little black Promises. 

Margaret felt her lights burning brighter than ever. She knew 
now that they were set in her own happy heart. 


(To be continued.) 


GROWING 


I wonder how many of us have gardens this spring. 

I can think of nothing more interesting than planting and caring 
for a garden. 

First comes the joy of making the ground ready; then we plant 
the seeds. After the planting, perhaps in only a few days, there are 
little bits of earth lifted up along the seed rows. Peeping under, we 
see little pale green sprouts, wearing tiny earth caps on their heads. 
They look ever so like fairy school children, dressed in fairy green and 
wearing cunning caps, standing in rows for some sort of drill. The 
time of this discovery i is an exciting one, and we rush into the house, 
exclaiming, “Oh! Mother, my garden’s coming up!” 

The next day, the little sprouts are taller, and some of them have 
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shaken off their earth caps. After this, we see the plants unfold their 
leaves and grow. They become larger, and their color becomes a 
darker green. We can notice the difference over night. Then we say, 
fast my garden is growing!” 

Just how do the plants grow? 

Well, for one thing, down in the soil where we cannot see them, 

the little white roots of the plants are reaching out here and there. 
They are hunting for food, and they find it in the minerals of the soil. 
This food makes them larger, and as they give a generous share of it 
to the part of the plant that stands above the ground, it grows, too. 
Stalk, stem, leaves, and roots, are all one plant, and what helps one 
part helps all parts. Ass the plant grows larger, it bears either flowers 
for our enjoyment, or food for our use. 

When I watch little plants growing, I always think that they are 
like little boys and girls in this way: They want to grow up and be : 
big folks. 

However the little plants may feel about it, I know that all the 
boys are eager to become men, and all the girls are eager to become 
women. And after awhile they find that their wishes have come true. 

And then, after we do grow into men and women, we find that we 
are not through growing. Of course, our bodies do not become larger 
and taller all the time, but the real man and the real woman keep right 
on growing, no matter what our bodies are like or how many years we 
have been growing. 

How does the real man or the real woman of us keep growing, 
after we have “grown up” ? 

Let us make a comparison with the plants in our gardens. ' 

The roots of the plant seek here and there for food, and on the 
food they find, the plant grows. ) 

Like the plant, we find food which makes us grow. 

The root which goes out is /. This root reaches everywhere for 
food for the real us. The food that it finds and brings to us makes us 
grow. 

When the tender root of the little garden plant strikes a piece of 
broken dish in the ground, it does not get food from that. It has to 
turn to one side, and seek in the rich soft earth. There it finds food. 

When we send out the / root for food, we must start it in the right 
direction, so that it will find the food we need. 

: - When we say, “I am health,” the / root finds the food of health, 
and brings it to us. This food makes our health much stronger, and 
we can say that we are growing in health. 
When we say, “I am wisdom,” the / root finds wisdom food, 
brings it to us, and we grow to be wise men and women. 
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When the / root reaches out by saying, “I am love,” it finds the 
food that builds love into us, and we grow larger as love beings. 

The more health, the greater wisdom, the larger love that we 
grow into, are the more beautiful blossoms and the more helpful fruits 
of the real us. . 

While we are yet boys and girls, we can begin this growth of the 
real man and the real woman. If we wish to grow in this way, (and I 
am sure that we all do), we only have to keep sending out the little / 
root to search for the new food. It will find the food, bring it to us, 
and we shall grow. 

We can choose the ways in which we shall grow, and we may 
become as wise and as helpful as we wish. 

Whether or not we have a flower or a vegetable garden, we all 
have this garden of the mind. Its beautiful plant is the real man or the 
real woman. And while garden plants come to a time when they do not 
grow any more, the real man and woman never reach such a place. 
For we have to grow and grow until we truly know ourselves as sons 
and daughters of God. And after that we keep growing as sons and 
daughters of God. 

‘« Let us direct the little / root to find the true food ot life bi saying: 
grow daily more like my heavenly Fathers 
Let us help others to direct the little 7 root by saying for them: 
You grow daily more like your heavenly Father. 
QUESTIONS | ON GROWING: . 

Do we ever become really “grown-up”? | ° 

Tell how the real man‘and the real woman grow. 

What plant grows inthe garden of the mind ? 
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JESUS LOVES ME 
NorMA CAWTHORN (Age 11) 
Jesus loves me; 
He loves me well; 


He loves me more - 
Than any one can tell. 


So I must serve him, 
Serve him well; 


For I love him better 


Than words can tell. 
(Norma lives in Glen Noel. This is the only address given.) 
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SPRING SONG 


Sun is up—the sky is blue! 
Clouds have rent their grim veil through, 
And my soul is shining too— 


Sun is up—the sky is blue! 


Spring has come—the robins too! 
With them comes a world all new— 
Crocus cups abrim with dew, 
Spring has come—the robins too! 


Love is here—he’s close to you— 
Very, very close to you! 

Bid him enter—do, please do— 
Spring has come, and skies are blue! 


—Florence Crawford. 


“Tickets, Please.” 
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If I could live in frozen lands, 
A sledding I would go, 

Where flaming Borealis bright 
Would set the sky aglow. 

And, wrapped and wrapped, so snug 

and warm, 

To keep me from the Arctic storm, 
My reindeer I would speed. 

White polar bears would stop and smile, 

As I whizzed onward, mile by mile, 
Behind my agile steed. 


But as it is, 1 draw my sled 
Up that same hill down which I sped. 
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If I could live in far Siam, 
An elephant would be, 
Of all the means of traveling, 
The very one for me. 

In my gay howdah I would rest; 
Of clothing, I would wear my best, 
My newest, brightest ring. 

The natives I would set agog, 

As through the forest I would jog, 
To call upon the king. 

But as it is, whene’er | hike, 

I go upon my little bike. 
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If I could live far south of here 

Where mighty condors swing, 
An airy journey I would take, 

Upon some bird's broad wing. 
From Andes peak to Andes peak, 
Adventures novel I would seek. 

And, flitting here and there, 

The llamas I would much amaze, 
As I would sweep beyond their gaze, 

Through limpid mountain air. 
But as it is, if 1 would fly, 

The school yard springboard I must try. 
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If I could live in jungles where 
Rhinoceroses bide, 

The fleetest of them I would choose, 
Upon whose back to ride. 

Through mud and thicket we would dash; 

Upon the stones his hoofs would clash, 
I steering him the while. 

The ape and hippopotamus 

Would cry aloud, “Now, what's the fuss? 
Why thus our minds beguile?”™ 

But as it is, my wildest trip 

Is made where seesaws rise and dip. 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 

Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 

Peter Pan Cap—A cap is given in return for the names of five new sub- 
scribers to Wee Wisdom. ‘These may be sent in at one time, or as soon as 
each is secured. 

A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five subscriptions to Wee 
Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at one time; send them as 
you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so 
many Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


Qui Newith, Koonya, Australia. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am sending you my subscription, and my 
“mummy’s” for Weekly Unity. We both love Unity and Wee Wisdom 
very, very much. God is always helping me. If I wish for a thing and 
deserve it, I have it. I think sometimes I forget the light within me. The 
whole world is God. If we meet a person, we must not begin to quarrel. 
Some people do not realize that if we quarrel, we are really quarreling 
with God. My brother was very much disappointed when he found there 
were no toys to make in the Peter Pan story, and I was, when I did not 

find a sewing page in the magazine. Yours lovingly, Julia Jenner. 


Grinnell, Lowa. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI believe I have fallen in love with you, alto- 
gether, for when you come I can hardly wait to read you from cover 
to cover. I enjoy your poems, stories, puzzles, and letters, very much. I 
think you help me, too. I wonder if you can find for me a twin. I am 
fourteen years old. My birthday is January 5. If you do, I wish he or 
she would please write to me. I hope to hear from a twin soon. Lovingly 
yours, Rachel Mason. 
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Gorham, Kans. 
My dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to see you each month. Some- 
times you come a few days late, but I love you just the same. I am twelve 
years old, and I wish to be one of your little Boosters. I do not know 
which story I like best, for I read everything from the front to the back 
page, and I like them all. I pray for all of the children who wish to be 
helped. I had a sore toe a few weeks ago, and I prayed and prayed and 
now it is all well. You have visited me only four times, Wee Wisdom, 
but you surely have helped me to pray. I say a prayer every night, and 
I am going to learn the “Prayer of Faith.” Tell the Boosters to write to 
me. Every month, as I read your stories, I color the illustrations. Wee 
Wisdom, I don’t want you ever to leave me. A friend sent you to me, 
and I shall never part from you, as long as I can help it. With lots of 

love to you and the Boosters, Florence Mae Preston. 


San Francisco, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have tried many times to write to you, to let 
you know how much I enjoy your stories. I am taking up Truth work 
with my mother; and since I have studied it, I have improved in my 
school work. I have been trying to improve in good words, and not think 
of any poverty or inharmony, but I must acknowledge I do forget and say 
things I should not. I am going to try to get more subscribers by dis- 
tributing the Wee Wisdoms that I have read through. I like the stories, 
“The Promise Girl” and “Peter Pan,” the best. I also like the selected 

verses. From your sincere friend, Bertha Bellmer. 


Chicago, 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like the pillow verses on the back of the cover. 
I belong to a story-telling club in school, and I tell the Wee Wisdom 
stories to the children and they like them very much. Yours truly, 
Margaret Williams 


East Bakersfield, Calif. 
Dear Unity Friends—I am very sorry that I have not written you 
sooner. I am ashamed to tell you I have not been a very good girl lately. 
Every night when I say my prayers, I ask God to forgive me. Whenever 
I feel a little sick, I say, “God is my health; I cannot be sick.” If I am 
afraid any time, I say, “God is my all; I know no fear,” and it brings such 
a wonderful feeling. One time you wrote me that whenever I felt sick I 
should turn my thoughts over to God. So one night my tonsils were sore, 
and I tried it. In a little while my throat was well as ever. Love to every 

one. Your loving student, Louise Eberts. 


Dear Little W ees—I liked all the stories and poems in the March Wee 
Wisdom, especially the poem, “My Garden,” by Imelda Octavia Shank- 
lin. This is just a word to tell you how much I enjoy Wee Wisdom, and 
how much my neighbor does, too. From your Wee, Marian Garwood. 

Marian does not give her address in either of two letters we have re- 
ceived from her. Give your address, next time, Marian. 
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San Jose, Calif. 

Dear Wees—I had a very willful temper which sometimes got the best 
of me, and I would do things I did not mean to, and then I was very sorry. 
Not very long ago, I read in Wee Wisdom how to conquer one’s temper, 
so, ever since then my temper has never got the best of me. I don’t know 
what I would do without Wee Wisdom, for as soon as it comes, | sit down 
and read it from cover to cover. Wee Wisdom is getting larger and larger, 
and I vote we don’t stop where we are, but keep enlarging it. I would 
very much like to be a Booster. Please tell me how I can become one. 


With love to you all, Genevieve Hart. 
Genevieve, your wish to become a Booster, makes you one. 
Seattle, Wash. 


Dear Royal—My sister has been taking Wee Wisdom for quite a 
while. I would like to be a Booster. I live too far from town to form a 
Booster club, but will you please send me the names of the Boosters who 
live in Seattle? Help me pray that I may get my violin lessons perfect; 
also that I may prosper with my chicken business. Your loving Booster, 

Jack Joyce. 

You are a “loving Booster,” now, Jack; since all you have to do to 
become one, is to ask. We do not give out names of any of our members, 
but you might make a request in Wee Wisdom for the Seattle Boosters to 
write to you. Jack gets his mail at 505 Union Street, Seattle, Wash. 


Oakland, Calif. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI receive you every month, and I am so glad to 
have you come. I enjoy “The Promise Girl,” and the Peter Pan stories the 
best. I also think the letter section is very interesting. I have been helped 
a great deal by you, dear Wee Wisdom, and please help me with my arith- 
metic, it is so hard for me. Yours truly, Clara Scott. 


Seattle, Wash. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Some of us children who attend the Unity Sun- 
day school decided we would have a Booster club, and we started one. At 
our first meeting, November 5, there were eleven present and at the next 
meeting, in December, we had twenty-two enrolled. Now don’t you think 
we are Boosters? Now we are twenty-seven. In our Sunday school we 
are taught how to help ourselves, and some of us have a lot of good dem- 
onstrations we could tell you. Here are two of my demonstrations: While 
visiting one of my mother’s friends in Tacoma, I was helping her iron, and 
while I was turning round to speak to her, I accidentally touched the hot 
iron and burned my hand. She wanted me to put something on it, but I 
went into another room and got still, and just knew that my hand was 
perfect. I held the thought, “Love never faileth,” and declared that my 
hand was “whole and perfect,” and it was instantly healed. Another time 
I was sewing and when I was folding and smoothing the cloth, which was 
held together by a great many pins, I raised my hand and came down with 
all my force onto a pin, and the pin went into my hand so far I had to pull 
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hard to get it out. I instantly sat still and knew I was not hurt, and that I 
was “whole and perfect,” and my hand did not swell the least bit, nor did 
it have any mark of the pin. I could tell you of many more beautiful dem- 
onstrations, some of which were in my school work, but I will write again. 
I have two brothers, Thomas, who is ten, and Edwin, who is seven. We 
take Wee Wisdom and enjoy the stories very much. The one I like the 
best is “The Promise Girl.” Love to all. Georgia Miles. 


Two subscriptions to Wee Wisdom have been received to apply on a 
Peter Pan cap for La Verne Moore. La Verne is the treasurer for the 
Boosters at Palo Alto, Calif. 


Zelma Duncan, 1417 West Mallon, Spokane, Wash., enjoys Wee 
Wisdom’s stories and Puzzle Page, and wishes that the magazine were 
larger than it is. 


Garland Prather, 4235 W. Thirty-second Avenue, Denver, Colo., 
writes that he likes the Young Authors’ Department and the Puzzle Page. 

Gloria Hardy, Madeleine Malouf, and Elaine Staggers, of the Castle 
School, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y., have a Booster Club among them- 
selves. 

Marianne Ramsey, 516 W. Thirty-fourth Street, Minneapolis, Minn., 
hopes that Wee Wisdom will soon be as large as the American Magazine. 

Arthur R. Wallace, (age 5), 171 Sells Avenue, Atlanta, Ga., sends 
for a booster pin. 

Clayton W. Canaday, (age 8), Hugo, Colo., likes Peter Pan and 

_“The Promise Girl.” 

Vivian Maxwell, Mt. Harris, Colo., is delighted with Wee Wisdom. 

Ruby Adler, 251 Rhodes Street, Providence, R. I., enjoys reading 
Wee Wisdom. She has sent twenty-five cents for a Booster pin. 

Pearl Hart is with her aunt, at 113 Jerome Avenue, Joliet, Ill., and 
would like some of the Boosters to write to her there. 

Many of you remember Dean. He is a Booster, and used to come to 
Unity Sunday School, but is away off up in Washington now. His faith 
is the kind that does not dim. His mother says in a recent letter, “Dean is 
doing well; he prays his ‘Prayer of Faith’ at morning and noon, just before 
going to school, and always adds, Peace on earth, good will toward men. 
That was his own idea to keep out of schoolboy fights. It has worked 
fine, too.” 

Mary Kathryn Shelton, of Manchester, Ohio, writes that she has had 
Wee Wisdom visit her for over a year and that she likes her very much. 
Mary and her little six-year-old brother like the Booster letters very much. 
This is Mary’s first letter to the Wees. 

Opton Letender, of Oakland, Calif., 2035 22d Ave., tells Wee Wis- 
dom in his first letter to her, “I enjoy you immensely and want to be a 
Booster.” 


i 
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Lorene Pollard, of Granite, Ill., 2631 24th St., makes her home with 
Mrs. Roeder, a dear woman who is interested in Unity’s teachings. They 
are going to St. Louis some Sunday, in order to attend Rev. Schroeder’s 
services. Mrs. Roeder reads Unity every day and wishes there was a 
Unity center in Granite. Lorene is one of this month’s new Boosters, hav- 
ing expressed her desire to be a member. She wants to know what to do 
to keep the rules. It is to live up to the Club motto that is found at the 
head of this department. 

Cornelia, Thomas, and Abram Parry, of Indianapolis, Ind., 1939 
North Meridian St., are now members of the Booster Club, and they want 
to know if there is a Booster Club in Indianapolis. If there are any Boosters 
there who have formed a club, they may communicate with Cornelia. 

Rose Rhea Park, of St. Louis, Mo.,.5032 Geraldine St., has promised 
to send some interesting puzzles for the Wees. 

Mrs. M. W. Williams, of Chicago, IIl., 317 S. Throop St., writes that 
her little daughter (whose name she failed to give) wishes to become a 
Booster. A pin has been sent to the new Booster. 

Tillie M. Mayes, of Kansas City, Kans., Route 4, Box 221-A, likes 
Wee Wisdom “fine.” Her especial favorite among the stories is “A Moon- 
beam’s Mission.” She likes a lot, too, the Booster letters. 

Margaret and Willetta Churchill, of Tangent, Ore., have just become 
Boosters, and ask what they are to do. It is all told in the first few lines 
of this department. It is to radiate sunshine in every dark corner which 
you discover, and to know that love will never fail you in making happiness 
and light shine forth wherever you try to boost. 

Myra Nell Holle, of Cincinnati, Ohio, 217 Sturgis Ave., writes Royal 
that she is so happy in having the magazine that she wants to become a 
Booster, too. Myra is wearing the pin and so her friends will hear of the 
Club. 

Lillian Paxton, of South Point, Ohio, asks that the Wees and Boosters 
help her, because she has throat trouble and her tonsils are bad. Lillian 
likes the Booster letters very much, and wants some of the Wees to write 
to her. She says that Wee Wisdom is very interesting, and that her school 
teacher likes Wee’s articles very much, too. 

Shirley Darling, of Bristol, R. I., 126 Thames St., after mentioning 
nearly all the stories as among those she liked best, adds, “And I like them 
all.” She wants the Wees to write to her. Last month she received a 
card from one of the Club, asking for pieces for a quilt, so she boosted by 
sending the girl a large bundle of cloth; and among the pieces, Shirley 


’ tucked away some cards with her favorite Bible verses on them. 


Eugene Stone, of Bartlesville, Oklahoma, sent the Wees a story about 
“How This World Became Round,” which showed vivid imagination, 
but we could not use it because it was not the true account, nor did it 
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teach any especially helpful lesson. Try again, Eugene, and tell something 
true and helpful. f 

Velma Reed, of Fairland, Texas, has had Wee Wisdom visit her for 
twelve out of the thirteen years that she has been living in this world. She 
has also been a Booster for three years. She has a lot of pets, but her 
favorites are ten baby goats. 

Isabelle Kettering, of Newman, Calif., Box 423, writes: “I had a 
cold, and I thought, ‘I will read Wee Wisdom,’ and now my cold is all 
gone. I like all the stories, but I like best ‘Peter Pan,’ and “The Little 
Gray House at the End of the Lane.’ I got a wrist watch for Christmas. 
I think Wee Wisdom must have given it to me, like it gave Elsie her party 
in Wee Wisdom’s story, ‘How Elsie Went to the Party.’ ” 

Mildred Thornton, of Grand. River, Ohio, sent Unity a valentine, for 
which Wee Wisdom wants to thank her. Mildred is only eight years old. 
She writes that a little goiter has started on her neck, and she asks that 
the Wees help her to get rid of it. Boost, little Boosters, boost hard. 

Gretchen Garvie, of Perth, New Brunswick, Canada, writes that she 
and her six-year-old sister like Wee Wisdom’s stories very much and that 
her mamma takes Unity. Gretchen is anxious for her school to begin, 
because she is eager to learn more. 

Little Betty Andrews, of Hamilton Grange Station, Box 29, New 
York City, wrote to Wee Wisdom the other day, and signed her name for 
the first time in her life. She said, “Dear friends—I should like Wee 
Wisdom Year Book and Wee Wisdom all the time, even when in Cali- 
fornia.” You see, Betty’s parents are. talking of. going to California. 
Betty is “a Truth child with a heart of gold,” and people say of her that 
“she is good enough to be'true.”” vit 

Madeline Bucher, of 476 Westminster, Road, Brooklyn, 
to know if any Boosters in Brooklyn, have formed a.Booster.Club.. She 
also wants the Wees to write her, because sometimes she gets very lonely. 
Madeline asked if the Peter Pan caps are still given for the names of five 
new subscribers to Wee Wisdom. Yes. Madeline sent a story by the 
name of “Hope and Have,” but as the plot is exactly the same as that of 
the story, “How Elsie Went to the Party,” by Margaret Patching, pub- 
lished in the January Wee Wisdom, we thought best not to publish it. 
Try again, Madeline, and use another plan. You see, Madeline did not 
copy Margaret’s plot, for her letter was written and mailed to Wee 
Wisdom weeks before she received the January number with Margaret's 
story therein. It was simply that they both caught the same thought, but 
Margaret sent her story in first. 

Ethelyn Pharo, of Tuckerton, N. J., writes: “I like you, Wee Wisdom, 
very much. I am glad that you help me in my arithmetic. Will you please 
make my tooth and my brother’s tooth stop aching? The story about 
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‘A Boy’s Sphere,’ is very nice, and ‘Peter Pan’ is, too; all of the stories 
are very nice, I think.” 

Mariam R. Hill, of Detroit, Mich., 6595 Borwood Ave., tells us that 
she has a sister in Los Angeles, and she wonders if Leslie Swanson could 
not meet her. Mariam’s sister lives at 1738 Kane Ave. Mariam knows 
Mr. Lynch, who treated her when she had the flu, and she was healed. 
She is a booster, having joined the club this month. 

Elizabeth Margaret Morrow, of Closter, N. J., tells us that she likes 
Wee Wisdom very much and that it is the first magazine she has ever 
subscribed for. Of the stories she likes “The Bim Goo,” best, and after 
that, “The Little Girl Who Believed in Fairies.” Elizabeth is a Booster, 
- now, and says she will follow the rules and be a good Booster. 

Clara Kessler, of Prairie du Sac, Wis., is now a member of the Booster 
Club, and it would be fine if some of you Boosters would write to » Sen, 
and welcome her to your membership. 

Marjorie Frazier, of Linden, Calif., Route 1, Box 341, sent in an 
answer to the January Puzzle which was nearly correct, but she misplaced 
two words. 

Mildred Rounsevelle, of Brookline, Mass., 11 Russell St., wants to 
have all the Boosters for her “brothers and sisters,” so she has joined the 
Booster Club, and wears a Booster pin. 

Mrs. Archibald Julian Dill, of Richards Pen., Gayle P. O., Jamaica, 
B. W. L., sent in the correct answer to the puzzle in the January Wee 
Wisdom. 

Florence E... Hazard, of Colorado Scien Colo., 2115 North Nevada 
St., writes that she likes Wee Wisdom better than any other magazine, 
and “The Promise Girl” best of the stories. Florence is a Booster, now. 
She wants to know if there are other Wees at the Springs; so, Boosters 
speak up, and communicate with Florence. 

Pearl Gilbert, of Minneapolis, Minn., 3123 18th St., is glad that she 
is a Wee, and is going to try to get five subscribers in order to get a Peter 
Pan cap. Pearl thinks “Magic Shoes” and ““The Promise Girl,” are the 
best stories, and her little brother, five years old, thinks it great fun to have 
her read Wee Wisdom to him. 

Fred Jackson, of Eureka, Calif., Cottage Garden Eden, is now wearing 
a Booster pin. 

Doris Cole, of Jersey City, N. Y., 9 Belmont Ave., is five years old, 
and has joined the Boosters. Her mamma reads her Wee Wisdom, to 
Doris’ great delight. 

Irene Collins, of Lacon, Ill., especially likes the Magic Pillows. She 
asks how to secure a Peter Pan cap, and she will find the answer in the 
information given about the Club at the head of this column. 

Alice Richards, of Kenvil, N. J., Box 265, writes that she would not 
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know how to get along without Wee Wisdom. Alice has joined the 
Booster Club. St. Valentine brought her eighteen valentines. 

Virginia Hart, of Elmira, N. Y., 1622 Lake St., likes Wee Wisdom 
““very much,” and is now a member of the Booster Club. 

Bethel Rose, of Iroquois, S. D., writes that her mother gave her the 
money at Christmas to pay for Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses for a 
‘year. Bethel is thirteen years old, but her studies are hard for her, and 
she asks the Boosters to help her. This is Bethel’s first letter to the Wees, 
although she has had the magazine before, and her mamma takes Unity. 

Graham Offutt Cleaver, of North Plainfield, N. J., 82 Rockview Ave., 
tells of reading in Wee Wisdom a letter from Emily Parsons, one of the 
girls in his dancing class. Before reading this letter, he did not know that - 
Emily belonged to the Booster Club. Graham loves dancing and says 
that Isadora Duncan’s sister-in-law and niece are the teachers of their 
dancing class. Graham took lessons for two years in Miss Duncan’s 
school. He said he wished all the pupils of the school would join the 
Booster Club. 

Alice Karsch, of Farmington, Mo., in a letter to Wee Wisdom, says: 
“T enjoy Wee Wisdom very, very much, and brother Bobbie likes it, too. 
Mother takes Unity and likes it very much. I am thirteen. I would like 
to become a Booster, and I would like some Booster, either boy or girl, it 
doesn’t matter which, to write to me.” Alice asks about the booster pins 
and the Peter Pan caps, and she will find the answer to her questions at 
the head of the Booster Department. 

Ruth Tirman, of 4 Broom St., Brooklyn, N. Y., writes: “I wrote to 
two Boosters whose names I found in the August Wee Wisdom, although 
I do not know what they look like. It is very mysterious. I want to take 
advantage of that question so many Wees ask, “Won’t some Booster write 
to me?’ I wish some Boosters would write to me. I have written you a 
story, ‘Elsie Bradford,’ and a poem.” 

Mildred Fuller, of 129 Jefferson Ave., Eufaula, Okla., is now a 
Booster. She thought, being eleven years old, that she might be too old to 
join the Club. Mildred, dear, no one is ever too old to boost and to join 
the Booster Club. Mildred wants some of the Club members to write to her. 

Alice Graham, of Grahamdale, Mass., writes that she enjoys the Magic 
Pillows very much, also the poems in Wee Wisdom. She lives in a little 
village where her daddy is postmaster. She is nine years old, and wants 
some of her Wee friends to write to her. 

Isabel Sharp, of Fort Worth, Texas, 401 East 41st St., wrote the 
Boosters that she was not sure whether she had made any one happy that 
day, because no one had told her that she had added to their joy. From 
her sunny, happy letter, we can guess that she did brighten up her corner 
of the world. 
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YOU 


[When you send us a story or a poem, be sure to say whether you wrote 
it yourself, or copied it from a book, or heard some one else tell it. If you do 
this, and your contribution has the right thought, it will be published, as soon as 
we can find space for it—EprTor.] 


GIRLS AND BOYS 
Sent by Roy Scott, Jr. (Age 8) 
Girls and boys, come out to play, 
Bright and gay, bright and gay, 
In frocks of blue and red. 
Children dancing all about; 


They dance around till night comes out, 
And then they go to bed. 


APRIL 
May GrigEson (Age 14) 
Spring is coming, spring is coming; 
April showers, and sunshine, too; 
Trees are budding, flowers are springing; 
All around is life anew. 
(May’s little poem on April was received too late to appear in 


the April issue. May’s address is 197 Mark Street, Peterboro, Ont., 
Canada.) 


THE FUNNY GUEST AT POLLY'S BIRTHDAY PARTY 
ToMLin 

It’ was the morning before Easter. Polly’s mother said she 

could have a birthday party. So Polly wrote some small notes to her 

friends, asking them to come. Polly would be — years old, and she 
wanted eight little girls to come to her party. 

One little girl wrote that she could not come, so Polly sat down 

and looked out of the window. While she was looking, a cat jumped 
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up on the window sill. The cat looked at Polly and “‘meowed” sev- 
eral times. Then Polly opened the window. In came the cat, and 
walked around as if he were going to make himself at home. — Polly 
picked up the cat, petted it, and made it pussy-purr very loudly. Polly 
thought he would be just as good as a little girl at a birthday party, so 
she wrote down on paper that her eighth guest was to be a pussy cat. 

Polly named the cat “Plink,” which is a very funny name for a 
cat. 

Easter morning about eleven o'clock, Plink was all dressed up 
in pink, green, yellow, and blue ribbon, which made a good contrast. 
Plink was a thin sort of cat, but pretty. He was striped like a 
tiger, and each little paw was white. He had a bunch of ribbon on the 
end of his tail, which he did not like at all. Polly had a hard time 
putting it on, and when she did get it on, Plink ran around in circles, 
chasing the bunch of ribbon. Around each paw was a little bow of 
ribbon, and around his neck was a ribbon. He must have been pretty 
proud of his decorations. 

By the time Plink was decorated, Polly’s mother had the table 
all set, and the guests were ringing the doorbell. Polly rushed to the 
door with Plink under her arm. When she opened the door there was 
a burst of laughter. The children rushed in and all wanted to hold 
him. 

Polly took her friends into the dining room, where eight chairs 
circled the table. It was a long table, and at the head was a big morris 
chair with three big sofa pillows on it. This chair was for the royal 
guest, Plink. Each one had a dish of ice cream, and cookies. | But 
Plink had a dish of milk in front of him. Polly had warmed the milk a 
little too warm, so Plink could not drink it right away, but sniffed at a 
crumb which one of the guests gave him. He ate it -anid shook his head 
as if he did not like it. | 


THE ANT AND THE DOVE 
Retold by RAMONA MELLotTrT (Age 10) 


A little ant fell into a pond. It could not swim. 

“Help! Help!” it cried, ““O dear, O dear, I shall -be drowned!” 

In a tree near by sat a dove. She thought of a plan to help the 
ant. She picked a leaf from the tree, and let it fall into the water be- 
side the ant. 

“There, little ant, get up on that leaf. It will carry you safe to 
the shore,” said the dove. ; 

“Oh! thank you, kind dove,” said the ant. ‘What a good boat” 
the leaf makes!” 
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The leaf floated to the shore with the ant safe upon it. Then the 
ant crawled off onto the ground. 


(Ramona’s address is McComb, Ohio.) 


THE LITTLE GIRL WHO LOVED BIRDS 
INGRED M. KENYON (age 13) 


Once upon a time there was a little girl. She was about seven 
years old. Her name was Mary. Mary lived away off in Canada with 
her granny. She was often quite lonely. One day as she was wan- 
dering about in the fields, she saw a bullfinch fly to a little hole in the 
stonewall. Mary quietly followed to see what it would do. Pres- 
ently the bullfinch flew over and sat on the cherry tree and sang a 
sweet song. Soon the mother bird flew to the little home with some 
nice food for her children. Mary ran home and told her granny all 
about it. The next day she went back to where the birds lived. She 
was so happy to see them. Mary soon made friends with them. She 
used to take crumbs and things to them in her little apron. 

A little while afterwards, some boys came and saw the mother 
feeding the young birds. They got an evil sport in them to harm the 
helpless baby birds. When Mary went back to the house, they took 
away the stones so that they could reach the little ones. The next 
day when Mary came back she saw the little ones dead and she heard 
the poor mother and father crying in the woods. 

Mary felt sorry. for the boys who did not try to be good to God's 
animals. She went to her granny and told her all about it. Granny 
comforted her and said, “Never mind, dear child; but tonight before 
you go to sleep, pray to God and ask him.to forgive those boys and 2 
pray that they may be. turned to love all of God’s creatures.” So 
Mary prayed that night, and the next day the boys came to her and 
asked her to forgive them. Mary was so glad because she knew that 
God had answered her prayer. The boys asked her to give them the 
address of Wee Wisdom, and now they are so happy because they 
live in God. 

(Ingred’s address is Sutton, Surrey, England, Eversfield School.) 


NOTICE, UNITY SUNDAY SCHOOLS 


Unity is now ready to consider the publication of Unity Sunday 
school literature for class instruction. Unity Sunday schools are in- 
_vited to codperate with this movement by sending in suggestions, or 
stating specific needs in regard to Sunday school work. 

Address: Unity School of Christianity, Sunday School Com- 


mittee. 
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BROTHER OAKS 
IRENE MAson 


A beautiful oak grew by the wayside, and from its wide-spreading 
branches two tiny acorns fell upon the soft grass below. 

“Dear me!”’ thought one, “I think God’s sun is the most beautiful 
thing in the world. It has such a warm smile.” 

But the other little acorn grunted to himself, “I wish that old sun 
would go under a cloud. I am roasting to death.” 

The thoughts of the little acorns grew farther apart from day to 
day. The leaves in the forest began to turn to many colors, and one by 
one they fell down over the little acorns, covering them so they could 
see the sun no more. 

““Good enough,” thought the happy little acorn, “I was getting 
chilly from the visits of old Jack Frost. What a nice warm blanket 
these leaves are making me!” 

Beside him, the naughty acorn whined, ““Gracious! J don’t want 
to be hidden in the dark under these old leaves. I want to see the sun.” 
= so, never satisfied, he tried without success to wiggle the leaves 
off him. 

The winter winds began to blow; snowflakes fluttered down from 
the hazy heavens, and formed a white comforter for the acorns. 

““Now, for a nice long sleep,” thought our happy friend, settling 
down. 

“Horrors!” thought his discontented brother, “how I hate to 
sleep.” And when he finally closed his eyes, it was with thoughts of 
rebellion under his cap. 

So the two slept on, sinking deeper into the ground and waiting 
for spring to free them. One day, when old winter had gone, our 
happy acorn felt little drops of water trickling all about him and calling 
to him, 

“Wake up! Wake up! Spring is here!” 

When he opened his eyes he found that all was dark, but the 
friendly little drops of water advised him to climb up, and in an effort 
to do so he burst his jacket. But without a regret, he pushed through 
the earth, and when he arrived above ground he found that he was 
arrayed in a beautiful, new, green suit. Then he thought of his_ 
brother, and failing to see him, he called and called, till under some 
leaf mold he heard a sleepy voice. 

“Let me sleep,” it said. 

“Come up,” was the merry reply, “Old Sol is shining, and one 
can see God everywhere.” 

““My jacket is too tight. I can’t move,” was the answer. 
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“Leave your old jacket behind, and you will have a nice new 


suit.” 

With a complaint, the little acorn stirred, stretched, and pop! 
went his jacket. Soon one little eye was above ground. “‘Mercy! how 
can you stand that light?” was his greeting. 

With a frown on his face he came slowly out, but his first glance 
at his brother was one of reproach. ““Why, you are much bigger than 
I, and your suit is much prettier than mine. God loves you the best.” 

““*Tis yourself you have to blame for that,” spoke his brother, 
“for you slept lazily on while all the rest of us were answering to the 
call of spring. But now you can grow as beautifully as I. Watch 
your thoughts and have them happy. As your heart is, so will you be. 
Keep your eyes on the heavens, for no one can grow straight and beau- 
tiful if he keeps his eyes on the ground.” 

And so the happy acorn grew and grew, occasionally giving 
words of good cheer to the cross little fellow beside him, who seemed 
bound to keep happiness out of his life. 

Year by year the two oaks grew, one becoming tall and straight 
because it was filled with the gladness of living, and the other becoming 
bent and gnarled with the grumblings of his heart. The birds, the 
squirrels, and all the creatures of the forest warned him of his danger, 
but he would have none of their advice. So, unloved and alone, he 
grew. 
One day after a refreshing rain, along the slippery road, sliding 
from side to side, came an automobile. In front of the brother oaks the 
car plunged and went over the edge of the bank, but it did not upset. 
bia occupants, a little girl, her father, and her mother, got out of 

e car. 

“Why, look, Father!” said the child, “if it had not been for the 
roots of this old tree sticking out, we would have slid away down this 
bank and turned over.” 

And sure enough, the roots of the old tree had prevented an acci- 
dent. The mother and daughter waited while the father went for help 
to get the car back into the road. It was then the child discovered 
the beautiful oak. 

“Oh! look, Mother, what a beautiful tree!” she said, “Surely 
God made this to be his very own. He must love it more than any of 
the rest. Leet us stand near it, while Father is getting help.” 

““Yes, this is a lovely tree,” the mother replied, “but God loves 
this tree no more than any of the others, though, surely, it must make 
him very happy. But we all make God happy when we serve him 
by helping others. And, you see, God gave the crooked tree a chance 
to serve us, so he loves it, too.” - 
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“But, Mother, do you really think God loves this crooked tree, 
and if so why did he not make it beautiful, too?” asked the little 
questioner. 

“Surely, you know, Evelyn, that these two trees started from 
two tiny acorns that were alike. The pattern by which each one grew 
was in his own heart. This wonderful one has probably had love for 
all the world, while the old, gnarled one, is no doubt a grumbler. But 
God has proved that he loves it by allowing it to do service.” 

“Well,” was the trusting response, “I wish there were some way 
we could make the crooked tree happy, as a thank you gift.” 

“All we can do, dear, is to love it, though it is not beautiful. But 
look! The car is in the road; let us hasten!” 

As the little girl passed the crooked tree, she patted its rough 
bark, and whispered, “I love you.’ 

Then the truth came into the heart of the unloving tree. 

“Maybe they are right,”” he said. “Maybe I have made myself 
the ugly thing I am. But that little girl says she loves me and that 
God loves me. If it is not too late I shall try and make myself over.” 

At first, shy, he tried to coax the birds into his branches. He 
shook acorns to the squirrels frolicking below. He did kindnesses 
whenever he had the chance. Each day he endeavored to turn his 
troubles to joy by being kind. It seemed hard at times, and right on 
the top of all else came a storm which filled his heart with terror. His 
brother, who had been watching his trials, called down to him at the 
approach of the storm, 

“Have good cheer; God’s in his heavens, all’s right with the 
world.” 

Then the storm broke. Winds taged; lightning flashed; thunders 
roared. A frightened young squirrel jumped into the crooked tree, 
and he gave the squirrel the protection of his leaves. A streak of 
lightning, followed by thunder, shook the tree to its roots, making it 
quiver with pain. 

“Surely,” he said, “‘something has happened to me.” 

“Yes,” spoke up the little squirrel, “something has happened to 
you. Your heart has been made whole, your limbs have been made 
straight, and your form has been made beautiful, all through the love 
you have had in your heart for God and his creatures.” 

The squirrel was a squirrel no longer, but an angel whose bright- 
ness dimmed and disappeared as the storm subsided. And the tree 
was a cripple no longer, but a towering oak like his brother. He said, 
““God has been good to me.” 

And today on the edge of the forest by the road, stand two beau- 
tiful oaks, the gift of God to all who pass that way. 
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Lesson 8, May 22, 1921. 
WHAT A CHRISTIAN HOME SHOULD BE.—Luke 10:38-42; 
2:51, 52; II Timothy 3:14, 15. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Children, obey your parents in all things, for this is 
well-pleasing in the Lord. Fathers, provoke not your children, that they 
be not discouraged.—Colossians 3:20, 21. 


Our lesson today gives us a glimpse into three homes. First, the home 
of Martha, who was bustling about to prepare a great feast for Jesus. Her 
mind was taken up with many things, rather than with the thought of the 
presence of her Lord. Then, Jesus’ own home, where as a boy he helped 
his father with the carpentering, and his mother with her housework. The 
beautiful part of Jesus’ home life was_that, in it, he was just as much about 
his Father’s business as when asking questions in the temple. You see, if 
we do whatever comes to us to do, in a cheerful, loving, willing spirit, we 
are serving the Father. Last, we are shown into the home of Timothy, who 
had been raised “in the knowledge of the truth.” It is a great blessing to 
know about the word of God; for those who have this knowledge have the 
wonderful power of restoring health and harmony and peace and every 
blessing we could name, not only in their own homes, but in the homes and 
lives of others. A Christian home does not mean a home where every mem- 
ber goes about with a solemn face; but it is a home where there is peace and 
harmony and real joy and happiness; and where the faces of parents and 
children glow with the light of Infinite Love. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How can every child of Truth help to make a home a Christian home? 
By radiating harmony and love, and keeping cheerful and happy. 

In what spirit can we go about our daily tasks? In the spirit of 
willingness and cheerfulness. 
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Is it necessary to go about with a “long face,” to be a Christian? No. 
A real Christian has nothing to cause him to wear a “long face.” He 
should always be happy and smiling. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssSON—CMhrist is the head of this 
house. 


Lesson 9, May 29, 1921. 
MAKING THE NEIGHBORHOOD CHRISTIAN. — Luke 
10:25-37; Acts 2:44-47. 

GoLDEN TExT—Love worketh no ill to his neighbor: love therefore 
is the fulfilment of the law.—Romans 13:10. 

A certain lawyer was asking Jesus how to know who was his neigh- 
bor, and also how he might help. Jesus told him this story: Once upon a 
time a man was traveling from Jerusalem to Jericho, when robbers beset 
him, and took away his clothes and beat him, leaving him half dead. A 
priest, coming along where the man lay, saw him, but passed by on the 
other side. There also came a Levite. He, too, saw the man lying there, 
but he passed by on the other side, just as the priest had done. Then there 
came a Samaritan, one whom every Jew disliked. The man who lay 
there would probably never have helped the Samaritan, in like extremity, 
but the Samaritan did not stop to think of that. What he did makes a 
beautiful picture: (1) “He saw him.” (2) “He was moved with com- 
passion.” (3) “He came to him.” (4) “He bound up his wounds.” 
(5) “He set him upon his own beast.” (6) “He brought him to an inn 
and took care of him.” Surely, all this was the ministry of love, and this 
Samaritan would not need to ask, ““Who is my neighbor?” Read care- 
fully the six things which he did. How many of those things are we doing 
for our neighbors today ? 

Question for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own way what example this lesson sets for you. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—The Spirit of Love 
prompts me to do good to my neighbor. 


Lesson 10, JUNE 5, 1921. 
MAKING THE NATION CHRISTIAN.—Psalm 33: 12; Proverbs 
14:34; Romans 13:1-10. 


GoLDEN TeExt—Righteousness exalteth a nation; But sin is a re- 
proach to any people.—Proverbs 14:34. 

There is not a great deal in the text of our lesson today about making 
the nation Christian. The instruction is all given to the individual; and 
this is good, for though we are all members of one great body, we must 
work to make ourselves perfect before we can be perfect as a nation. Love 
is the secret of right doing, and one who really has love in his heart can do 
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no wrong. Our lesson tells us that we should not steal, nor kill, nor covet, 
etc. Can you imagine any one with his heart and mind vibrating with love, 
doing any of these things? Love is the law of God; and to those who know 
the law, we need not say, “Thou shalt not.” They will keep the law be- 
cause they love to, and not because they must. If we are to have a Chris- 
tian nation, each member must see that he himself is living according to the 
law. Then all, working together in wisdom and love, will produce perfect 
harmony. 
Questions for the Children to Answer 

What makes a Christian body of any kind? Many Christians work- 
ing together. 

What part does love play in making the nation Christian? Love is the 
most important thing in the world. It makes every heart right toward God. 

When one has love in his heart, hw does he regard the law of God? 
He keeps the law because he knows it is right, and because he loves to do so. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—T he Spirit of Love works 
through me to establish harmony. 


Lesson 11, JUNE 12, 1921. 
MAKING THE WORLD CHRISTIAN.—Isaiah 11:1-10; Acts 
1:6-9. 

_ GoLpen TExT—The earth shall be full of the knowledge of Jehovah, 
as the waters cover the sea.—Isaiah 11 :9. 

This lesson promises us wonderful blessings when we have received the 
Holy Spirit into our lives. To receive the Holy Spirit is not a solemn, 
mysterious sort of affair, but it is done by simply opening our minds and 
hearts to everything good and true. We must be as willing to know the 
Truth as we are now willing to learn other things. We must pray always 
for the Holy Spirit to guide and direct us, and then we shall receive the 
promised blessing. When the people asked of Jesus when they might ex- — 
pect all these blessings, he told them it was not for them to know “the times 
and seasons,” but they were to prepare themselves for all these things. It 
does not do to get anxious; we must learn to do our part and trust the Lord 
to do the rest when we are ready to receive it. Our blessings come just as 
fast as we are ready for them—remember that. If we feel that we are not 
receiving all that is ours, the fault is with us and not with the Lord. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Read over the lesson and find all the promises made to those who re- 
ceive the Holy Spirit. Explain how and why these promised things are 
better than earthly things. ‘ 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—The understanding of 
Truth brings many blessings into my life. 
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MAY CORNER 


LL THE morning, as I went about my work, I kept 
glancing through the south window at an apple tree 
with the breezes playing in its. branches. I thought if I 
were an artist, I should like to make a picture of that 
old tree, with its load of pinky white blossoms, and put 
it in our corner of Wee Wisdom this month. It would 
be so much nicer than anything I could say about the 
Maytime. But I’m not an artist, and so I had to be 

sie content with just looking. 

After awhile, I got an odd sort of notion that the tree was talk- 
ing to me, and perhaps laughing at me just a little. 

“Of course, you can’t paint me,” it seemed to say, “but I sup- 
pose you think you could write about me—and just what do you know 
about me, anyway?” 

“T know,” I began, “that you are one of the most beautiful things 
in all God’s beautiful Maytime. I know of but one thing more lovely 
or delicate thar. your pink and white blooms, and that is a baby. 
I know that you are useful, for I have eaten the juicy, red apples from 
your branches; and I have seen the family. of robins that you shelter, 


’ and the children who have rested in your shade.” 


“That is well enough’—queer, wasn’t it, that a tree should seem 
to talk—“‘but there are other things. Why, I suppose you think I am 
always an apple tree.” 

“Well,” I returned, in a meek voice, “you’ve never been anything 
else since I’ve known you, an ” 

“Indeed I have,” was the surprising information from the tree, 
“but, naturally, with eyes that just see things, you wouldn’t know. 
Only last week my topmost branch was a rock on the top of a moun- 
tain where apple trees never grow. ‘The rock served as a lookout 
point for a young Indian brave, scanning the neighborhood for enemy 
tribes. Then I have been a house with a hundred rooms; and a pirate 
ship on a stormy sea. My branches were the masts where a fierce 
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pirate, with frowning brows over merry brown eyes, searched the sea 
for victims. But these were good pirates who took gold from only 
those who did not know its use. Whenever they found gold which had 
been buried in huge chests, they brought it out into the light, and 
scattered it like sunshine, where it would bring the most happiness, 
health, and contentment.” 

The voice of the tree seemed.to sink with the lulling of the wind, 
and [| thought I heard it murmur: 

“Remember, if you are going to write about me, there is more to 
tell than just that I am an apple tree blooming in the Maytime.”’ 

I went quietly back to work, wondering if I were not a little like 
the gentleman of whom it has been written— 


“A primrose by a river’s brim 
A yellow primrose was to him, 
And it was nothing more.” 


It may be that there is more of beauty and interest in many every- 
day things, than appears on the surface. 


SOLUTIONS TO APRIL PUZZLES 
(1) SPRINGTIME 

Sing, let us sing, 

It is spring, it is spring, 

And dark days of winter are ended; 
The voices of earth, ’ 
Full of rapture and mirth, 

To welcome the springtime are blended. 


(2) CONUNDRUMS 


1. None. Being a hole, the dirt is already removed. 
2. Both let their light shine. 


TREASURE BOX 


By IMELDA OcTAvIA SHANKLIN 


Two quaint maidens of ye olden 

time dwelt on the sandy shore. A 

princess, beautiful, good, and great, 

who dwelt afar, was daily expected by 

the maidens to come to their land in a 

great white ship, bearing with her a 

most precious gift for some one pre- 

pared to receive it. From the way 

the story starts out, one can readily 

discern the elements that tend to create 

a breathless interest. It would be un- 

fair to reveal further details, lest some 

of our young readers be deprived of 

the pleasure in store for them. But 

the following descriptive paragraphs will give a little idea of the 
delightful style of the story: 


“Basha arrayed herself in fresh apparel and put upon her 
the jewels as wrought by the jewelsmith. "When she came again 


upon the deck the captain and the seamen marveled at her, for 
never had they thought to see a maiden possessed of such gems. 


““On her head she wore a helmet of diamonds, and her long 
braids of hair were woven with pearl ropes. Two armlets of 
ruddy rubies she wore, a breastplate of emeralds, and about her 
waist a girdle of opals. The golden meshes of her sandals were 
set with yellow topaz stones, and above the sandals were anklets 
of turquoise. About her neck was the little jeweled chain she 
had cast from her when Walin quit the sands.” 


Rickert Fillmore has understandingly illustrated the _story 
with six full page pictures and several smaller ones. 


The volume is bound in a soft blue heavy paper, tied in har- 
monizing silk cord; four-color cover illustration; cream paper, 
uncut edges; margin border in toned-down red; tiny treasure chest 
decorating each page; neatly fitted envelope closed with seal to 
match binding. Price, 50 cents. 
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